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I stare at the Gothic mansion before me. Something about it gives me the heebie-jeebies. I shiver when I look at the stone gargoyles near the roof. The statues seem like they’re scowling at me. It wouldn’t surprise me if the house is crawling with ghosts.

Yet I’m thinking about breaking in. 

The last few months have sucked majorly. Since I lost my job at the bookstore (it closed because it sold only travel books and who the hell buys travel books anymore when there’s Google), I’ve had a long string of bad luck. Despite me applying for every job under the sun, from temp gigs at offices to shitty minimum-wage jobs at restaurants that probably have multiple health code violations, no one would hire me. It wasn’t long before I missed a rent payment, then another one. Eventually, my landlord got fed up with me, and two weeks ago, I found my broke ass evicted. Since then, I’ve been taking naps at 24-hour coffee shops, sleeping on park benches, and taking showers in the rec center.

And now I find myself looking at the (most likely haunted) mansion. There must be at least one bed in the massive house. Hell, even a sofa sounds like unimaginable luxury to me right now. 

I check my surroundings. There’s no car in the driveway, I don’t see any security cameras, and all of the windows are dark. Sweat forms on my palms. Can I break into the mansion? I’ve never broken the law. In high school, I tried to movie hop, but I ended up running out of the theater before the opening credits of Bridesmaids because the guilt nearly drove me to vomit. My heart sinks at the thought of sleeping on a park bench again. Here’s the thing about park benches—they aren’t comfortable.

Oh, screw it. I’m breaking in.

After checking that the coast is clear, I walk to the front door. It’s unlikely that the owner left the door unlocked, but I should try it before throwing a rock through a window. If at all possible, I want to avoid causing property damage. To my surprise, I turn the knob, and the door opens. My eyes widen. Wow, that was easy. Maybe too easy. I wait a moment, expecting an alarm to go off. When I only hear silence, I cautiously peek inside, searching for signs of booby traps. Then I slowly step into the mansion. When I don’t get hit in the face with a metal bucket, I shrug and let myself in. This is a nice neighborhood. People here probably don’t feel the need to make sure their doors are locked. 

I can’t help whistling at the sight in front of me. The place is fancy. There are pretty oil paintings of lilies in golden frames, antique furniture that wouldn’t be out of place in Buckingham Palace, and a huge chandelier in the center of the ceiling. The owner of the house must be a millionaire. I wince. Hopefully, he’s a rich guy who takes pity on poor people and donates a bunch of money to charities like Bill Gates, and not a heartless jerk who would sic his highly trained German shepherds on me if he discovered me here. Not that I plan on getting caught.

When I come upon the staircase, my jaw falls. That is a lot of steps. I look around in vain for an elevator and sigh. I glance at the staircase again and gulp. Let’s hope my out-of-shape ass will be able to climb that. The first ten steps aren’t that bad. But then I get to 30 and start to get out of breath. Nevertheless, I power on, and after a struggle that would be embarrassing if there were any witnesses, I make it to the top. 

Delight fills me when I find a room with a huge white bed. I touch the mattress and almost squeal. It’s so soft. I’m glad I showered in the rec center this morning; I wouldn’t want to soil these clean white sheets with my dirty body. I may be an intruder, but I don’t want to be a rude—well, ruder—intruder.

As I lie down on the bed, I swear I nearly have an orgasm. It’s so freaking comfortable and warm. I’m tempted to write a thank you note to the owner. 

To whom it may concern,

Thanks for letting me crash at your place. Well, you didn’t exactly give me your permission. I kind of, sort of let myself in. Anyway, thanks again for the hospitality and please don’t call the cops!

XOXO,

Ashley Xu

Okay, yeah, I shouldn’t write a thank you note. Once I get a job, perhaps I’ll get an anonymous gift basket and leave it on the owner’s doorstep. 

With a yawn, I close my eyes and fall into a blissful slumber.

***
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IN THE MORNING, I WAKE up feeling completely refreshed. That was the best sleep of my life. I sit up and stretch my arms. I wish I could stay in this glorious bed all day, but I should get going before the owner of the house returns.

“Good morning.”

I yelp, seeing the tall man under the doorway. Son of a bitch.

“I don’t remember inviting you to my home,” he says dryly, crossing his arms over his chest. In spite of myself, I can’t help noticing that he has a nice chest. And nice arms. And nice hair. And a nice face. An extremely nice face. Beneath his shiny, impeccably styled blond hair, he has mesmerizing blue eyes and cheekbones that could cut glass.

“I’m sorry!” I squeak. “I, um...” I wince. “Please don’t call the cops.”

He comes closer, and I brace myself, expecting him to hit me or drag me out of his bed. Instead, to my utter and total bewilderment, he sits next to me and sniffs me. Do I smell bad? Oh my God, he is going to call the police. Not only did I break into his home, but I’ve also offended his olfactory sensibilities. “I’m sorry. I currently don’t have regular access to a shower, so—”

“Your scent is magnificent,” he says in a low voice.

Huh? “Uh, thank you?” Does he have a fetish for dollar-store deodorant? Because that’s the only scent I’m wearing. My stomach growls, and I blush. The last thing I had to eat was a granola bar, and that was yesterday afternoon.

“What do your kind eat?” he asks.

I knit my brow. Your kind? Is he talking about Asian people? A little racist if you ask me, but whatever. At least he’s not calling the cops. “Uh, I like lo mein and barbeque pork buns.”

He nods. Then without a word, he jumps into the air and flies out the window.

Holy shit! I run to the window, gaping as I watch him fly among the clouds, then vanish into thin air. Literally.

What the hell? Am I dreaming? I pinch myself, my eyes growing big when I feel the slight sting. Am I going insane? Is the house haunted by a ghost who likes to make people hallucinate? I shake my head. I need to get out of here.

Fueled by panic, I run out of the room, then race down the stairs, cursing my lack of fitness as I get out of breath. 

A shout leaps out of my throat when I miss a step and I find myself falling down the staircase.

“Ow, ow, ow,” I say as my body makes contact with the wooden steps. A painful few minutes later, I lie on the floor, groaning. I try to get on my feet only to immediately fall on my ass again. “Oh my God, seriously?” I clutch my throbbing ankle. I think I freaking sprained it. 

“Are you hurt?”

I yelp. The tall (handsome) man who might or might not be a figment of my imagination has returned.

“Are you real?” I blurt.

He frowns. “Of course I am. Did you fall on your head?”

“But I saw you fly and turn invisible.” I cock my head. I don’t know if it’s the lighting in this room, but he looks pale. Really pale. Not like he-could-use-some-iron pale. Like he-might-be-an-(attractive)-corpse pale. Fear pumps into my veins. “Are...are you human?”

He shrugs. “I used to be human.”

“Are you a zombie?!”

He snorts. “Zombies aren’t real.” Then he says in a casual tone, as if he’s reading the weather forecast, “I’m a vampire.”

“What? Are you messing with me? Vampires aren’t real.”

The corners of his mouth curve up. “A moment ago, you accused me of being a zombie.”

A vampire—the idea is ridiculous. But that would explain his unusually pale skin, not to mention his superpowers. “So you’re a vampire. Are you immortal?”

“Presumably. I’ve lived for 396 years, and I have no reason to think I’m going to die anytime soon.”

My eyes nearly pop out of their sockets when a stupidly obvious realization dawns on me. “You’re a vampire!”

“Yes, we’ve established that.”

“You’re going to drink all of my blood and kill me!” I curse my sprained ankle, wishing I could’ve run away when I had the chance. Tears blur my vision. Losing my job and home wasn’t enough—but I have to lose my life as well? Is this karma punishing me for breaking into the mansion? A little extreme if you ask me, but no one ever said karma was a merciful bitch.

“I’m not going to kill you.” He sits next to me. When he puts his hand on mine, I flinch and attempt to pull my hand away, but he holds on to me. To my surprise, his touch is warm. “But I am going to make you drink my blood.”

“Ew! Why?” I gasp. “If I drink your blood, will I become your slave and be forced to obey your every command?”

“Damn Bram Stoker,” he grumbles. “Because of him, you humans believe we vampires are soulless monsters.”

I raise my eyebrows. “You’re not a soulless monster?”

He rolls his
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